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It turned out to be half a year. Lawson
started next day for Virginia. His grand-
father's estate was to be distributed. and
he made up his mind to stay untll every
thing was settled Apart from that, he
wanted to be very sure of himself befure
he adventured further in what he felt to be
a vital matter.
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and sald to the ww who rode her:
My soul! Livoks lHke she could lose the
best of "em today—even if she had a church

an her back, and they only the steeple—seh,
Isham™"

“Hit do dat” Isham responded. “T aln't
"feared er none on “em, ‘ceptin’ “tiz dat dar

She Was a Noted Flirt.

Roxy Ann ober ter Cockes’. She de one
Eonnet Is sh® ‘nough gut ter beat, but 1 bet
my game rooster she kin do hit™”

“Tut, tut Don't talk of betting,” the
parson sald. Isham had sHdden down and
stood stroking Blue Bonnet's lean, glossy
head. Blue Bonnet was a lady of humors.
There weres times when she permitted
Isham's endearments. This was not one of
them. She lald back both ears and nipped
him sharply. at the same Instant lashing out
with her near hind foot at the parson, who
was stooping to feel her hocks, The kick
tecok him fair in the short ribs and doubled
him up like a jumping jack. Isham turned
maway his head, grinning. He had all the
small boy’s normal delight in seeing the up-
petting of dlgnitaries

“Say. parson' Shan't T swear a bit for
you?" somebody called from the road,
which ran just outside the track Inclosure.

Paraon Gentry looked up, scowiing the least
bit. He knew the volee—of all men in the
world he hated to have Lawson Cocke ses
his discomfiture. Lawson had relned in his
horse, thrown his left leg sidewise over the
pommel, and sat facing him, with a set
Jook, new and strange. If the parson had
been a worldling he would have whistled at
the sight. Helng what he was, he merely
rubbed his hands and stared a 1rifle harder.

“I'm here for something—something par-
tlcular,” Lawson began The parson cut

him short: “I thought so,” he sald, nodding |
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energetlcally. “But you'd as well go right
home. You ean’t have her. I've made up
my mind not to part with her to anybody.”

“How if she makes up her mind—other-
wize?" Lawson sald, low and hard. Tha
parson stared more than ever, then broke
into a quick laugh.

“Oh. 1 understand! You think her mind's
already made up; that she's too much a
handful for me,” he said. *“*Well, the fact
iz, young man, T don’t ever expect to make
;'u=r' my riding beast—still I shall keep
1e8r—

“1 see—you're talking of Blue Bonnet,"”
liawson =aid. The parson nodded. *“Of
course. Haven't you come to iry to buy
hur? Steevens, your trainer, told me you
=aid you meant to have her if it took every
dollar you got from the old man's estate—"
};'I'\'Ie changed my mind,” Lawson said,
shortly.

“Then what do you want?' the parson
blurted out.

“Peggy!" Lawson sald laconically. “What
Is more, T mean to kave her. You have
just made up my mind for me.*

"Are you drunk or crazy? You must be
e or the other. Why, my girl knows
nothing whatever about you,” the parson
« began angrily. Lawson held up his hand.
| “She knows me enough to love me—as I
love her.” he sald. “Now. sir, I've no
need to say anything of myself—you know
all about me much better than I do—as

only that I may get Peggy."”

"En you mean—would you make the con-
ditiona public?’ the parson cried. Lawsom
nodded. =

“They would have to be, he =ald
“Neither of us can afford to play except
with cards above the table. Excuse the
phrase, parson—but you understand It—"

“Yes! I understand,” the parson said,
smiling, then with a keen look: *“You
must Jove my girl, Lawson. I can-
not let you say vou love her better than I
love my God. You shall ride for a sweet-
heart, I for a soul. I may be misjudged by
my fellows—the searcher of all hearts will
know that I seek only his glory.”

The Fourth of July was a stake for
four-vear-olds and upward, four miles and
repseat.  The repeat generally eliminated
everything not aged, even In that good
time, when horses were bred not merely to
run, but to stay. The grass country was
full of blue blood. Bons and grandsons of
8ir Archy of Diomed, of the great Eclipse,
had come early over the mountains, had
thriven on lush blus grass and running
limestone water, and had left behind a
lusty progeny. On top of that, there had
been direct English importations of more
than one prepotent Derby-winning strain.
Then a good few of the ploneers who had
the luck to be friends with Mr. Jefferson
and Mr. Madison, through the good offices
of those gentlemen, when they came to be
Presidents, had brought in a sprinkle of
pure-brid Barb and Arab mares.

The elder Cocke, Lawson's father, had
been among the bringers-in. Lawson's
pride, Roxane, was great granddaughter to
one of the Arab mares, and, like her an-
cestress, of pure cream white, with sllver-
white mane and tail, and Ivory hoofs. She
stood barely an inch over fifteen hands at
the withers, had a deep, roomy chest, tre-
mendous barrel and short, close-sinewed
back, dropping into comparatively Ilight
quarters. They were but masses of muscle,
clean and firm, enwrapping small bones as
hard and compact as flint. The ivory hoofs
were alive-looking, and of a faint spread
from eoronet to toe.

All her claim to beauty lay In head and
neck. The neck, neither long nor short,
carried the line of the withers in the finest
Imaginable taper out to a head that in spite
of its broad bas=in face had a muzzle slen-
der enough to drink from a quart pot. Nos-
trils, plnk as a dawn cloud, and very fully
opened, gave promise of breath and stay to
mitch the fire of the eyes. They were
somewhat deeply sunken. yet held in their
dark depths all the desert's mystery and
savage strength.

Blue Bonnet was taller and something

the 'mﬁ July in such eom . But
Isham, out of the dls to
look back at her, made & face and mur-
mured: “Homph!=You metty sateful, Miss
Roxy-Ann! be you foolin' all dese peo-
ple, but yoh aint dome fooled me. Fres-
ently youse gw wake up, an’ ra'ar an
charge, an' split win'—but Bonnet'll be
right dar wid ye—'ceptin "de passon he take
an' tuhn wile.”

As they réde down to the start, Lawson
shouted to the parson, “I'm going to beat
you—no matter wifb has the best horse.”

“I am goipg to_heat you—God being my
helper,” thé'pa; called back. "I think I
have the best horse—I know I have the best
cause,”

Exactly thres Winutes later the drum
tapped andl the ,five horses Wwent Away
aligned like a file,of cavalry. For at least
100 yards they held in rank. Then Black-
lock shot ¥lear by an open length and
stretched away fé#r the first turn with a
little defiant-snortr Blue Bonnet fought to
go after him. The parson took a double
wrap on her. Rlacklock was, he knew,
merely an incldent. Roxane lay well back—
there he must keep his eve.

The first mile around was so slow Black-

| lock increased his lead to a dozen lengths,

Blue Bonnet began to fpam. Her rider let
out & wrap. Instantly she rushed to collar
the chestnut. 1n the next mile she caught
and passed him, though still he ran strong
and free. Mops.came for a sccond to her
throat-latch, then dropped back, taillng so
steadily as to show he was out of the race.
Bendigo ran a consistent third. Roxanse
was absolutely last, *

Yet in the last haif nille she woke up,
passed the other three as though they were
anchored, and dashed under the stringz,
beaten by a short head. It was a marvel-
ous performance, amazing even to those
who knew the white mare best. She ran so
true, so easily, with such even swiftness,
the best-tralned eye got no right perception
of her speed. Even Blue Bonnet's parti-
sans rubbed hands In dellght, sasing: “It's
a race for blood now—and only two In it."”

“The powers of light and darkness are
ccntending here,” the parson sald to & re-
monstrant plous friend. Lawson overheard
and laughed quletly.

“The powers are oddly horsed, parson,”
he satd. *I reckom as v <ee things, light
rides the color of darku..s, and darkncss
the color of light.”

Mops distanced, RBlacklock withdrawn,
left but three contenders in the second heat.
Blue Bonnet came out -for it readier than
ever. Bhe spoiled three good starts, In-
deed, by her eager¥iess to be out in front.
‘When at last they were sent away together

HE SAW A WHITE HEAD FLASH PAST. lisind &

yd g .

one gentleman to another, I want to ask
if T may eour Ty her?”

No! No the parson shouted in
crescendo. Thoen, dropping kis voice to
ommon tich key: *I take It you are
ous, Mr. Cocke—therefore let me say 1

sert

| appreciate the honor you have done my
iu!:mghh‘»f. But even if I knew that =he
ioved you, T could never bring myself to

countenance your suit. I am not oniy a
father, but also, I hope, a Christian. The
i e=, which are the rule and law of
conduct, expressly =say, ‘Be not unegually
yoked together with unbelievers.” ™
“Ia that all you have against me?" Law-
son asked, his tone a challenge,
“That is all—and everythin
E 1 gravely. Lawson laugh
¥ are trying
fine chance for

the parson
i grimly.

throw away a mighty
onary work,” he =aid.

| gy might cunvert me. It seems to me,
| indeed, she eould make of me almost any-
| thing she chaose.”

Purs Gentry melted fzmstantly. “That
| =0, aid genia ‘My dear

: you a happy Christian

| is other man allve that I
| uld so gladly trust with my girl. It will
| Indeed be happy and very special provi-
i dence if 1o of her can Iead you to Christ.

I da flaiter you In saying that your
'€ 1 would moan meore for the Mas-
5 usze and kingdom than that of any
others among our young men. You
Ieader in everything T

Lawsoan =ald. “Parson, try to put
yourself in my place. It comes natural to
| ¥ou to be religious—*
| *Ah, my son! You are wrong there,” the
FArson d, smiling. “Once | was even os
vou are—held in the gall of bitterness, the
bonds of Iniguity. Untl]l T was twenty-iive,
aithough I never Jdrank more than [ couud
comfortably carry, sport of every sort was
my delight. I fouzght cocks, gamed, threw
dice, made and rode matches—""

“What? you?' Lawson cried.
son bowed hls head.

“Even me'" he said. “Now, you must see
that the power which plucked me, a brand
from the burning. can, If only you will let
it, as certainly pluck you."

For almost a minute Lawson looked at the
parscen, his lips opening and closing as
though uncertain whether to speak. At last
he saild-

“Mr. Gentry, may I ask a questlon of—
the man you were before you became a
miniater 7"

The parson smiled indulgently. **Ask
what you choose,” he said. 1 will answer
| truthfully, If I answer at all.””

“Ther —tell me this,”” Lawson said: “Do
vou really care nothing now for—the things
you gave un? | mean, don't you ever hanker
after forbidden things—yearn to be free—
even riotous?"’

“ *“The carnal mind Is at enmity to God,’
the parson quoted softly. Then he added
reverently: “God gives us new hearts, but
it takes His grace, and very much of it, 10
keep them pure and steadfast. The old
Adam dies hard in every one of us. We
keep him under only by help of a strength
bevond our own.'

“You wouldn't care for horses if there
were no race tracke?” Lawson sald, tenta-
tively.

“Yes, T would,” the parson sald sharply.
“A good horse, in full actlon, Is to me the
finest slght In the world. I love a good
horse, just for Hself. 1 do not mind con-
fessing to you., though, that when one of
mine wins I have quite the same thrill of
delight that came of winning on anything
back in the old sinful days. That is to say,
i am human, and a man. A man | must
continue, ‘until this mortal shall have put
on immaortallty,' "—

“Say. parson,” Lawson broke In Irrele-
vantly, “Is it true, what I've been hear-
ing—that if Blue Bonnet wins the Fourth
of July stake you Intend to bulld a new
church with the purse?’

“Quite true! Why do you ask?" the par-
son said, “We both know that to win
goes 1o help spread the gospel.”

“Because I want to give you a chance of
duing something more for your faith.” Law-
son =aid: “We both know that to win
you've got to beat my mare, Roxane. It's
the same as a match—none of the other
three really count. Now, since owners or
cwners' friends must ride, why should not
we two ride against each other, and If I win
you agree to give me Peggy without condi-
t'ons; if you, I agree to do my very best 1o
get religion?”

“Imposible! Imposaible! Who ever heard
of such a thing?" the parson sald—but
Lawson saw his eye sparkle and a quick
flush leap Into his cheek. The parson was
| e==sentlally a Christian mliitant. Back In

the ould days he might have led a rapturous
| crusade. Lawson pressed, undismayed:

“Why Is It tmpossible? Unusual 1 grant—
but so It !s unusual to see a minister's
colurs on the track, and racetrack money
on the misslonary plate. 1 thought you
Isters held nothing too hard, if ft meant
ng a soul from death =%

‘T do not.” the parson sald quickly. Law-
SGn ran on.

“Il won't be exactly easy for me. Every-
body knows me for an unbellever—as my
father was before me. Everybody will be
sure to say | am a rank hypocrite—pretend-
ing to care for finding and saving my soul

The par-
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|

stouter, a very dark silver roan, fully six-
teen hands at the crest. A sightlier brute
never trod four good hoofs. The most hy-
percritical could pick no flaw in her—she
had shoulders so perfect, quarters so pow-
erful, legs so flat, so firm, so clean of hair.
Her neck arched delicately, and she stepped
with a proud, mincing galt, as though she
disdained the earth she trod. It has been
sald she was a creature of moods. Occa-
sionally, but only occasionally, they were
angelic.

She was in one of her worst tempers when
she came out to run for the stake. Perhaps
the excitement of the course was conta-
gious. Certainly no assemblage there had
ever before been wrought to such edged in-
terest as this present throng. Everybody
knew the side wager, and gasped or gaped
over its conditluns, A few cholee spirlts
chiuckled In sardonie appreciation of the sit-
uation. The most part charitably set it
down that both Lawson Cocke and Parson
Gentry were madder than March hares.

They were somewhat equally matched in
spite of the years between., The parson
was just rising forty; he had married early,
and I'eggy was now yet cighteen. He was
spnire ana wiry,teo, riding at 150 ia boots and
breeches and his own well-known red shirt.
l.awson was five pounds the heavier, but
had walved consideratlon of the overwelght.
Both were horsemen born, with a deal of
making added, and well able to get out of a
mount everything that was in It

Peggy had siayed at home. She had no
mind to be the focus of staring eyes that
day. But Just before Isham left for the
race course his young mistress conferred
with hlm mysterfously apart. Her last
word was “Hemember,” to which Isham
answered by grinning all over his fare,
pulling his woolly foretop and saying: “La
—awdy! Miss Peggy. I couldn't fergit dal
ef 1 tried.”

The race ought to have been a blg bet-
ting event, but out of respect for the par-
son’'s scruples such wagers as were made
were kept sirictly under cover. The purse
{t=elf, a gold-fringed, gold-bedizened biue
silk pouch holding $1,000 in go!d coin, swung
high and fair in the sunlight above the
finish lne. Oplnlon divided very equally
as to where it would fetch up—in the build-
ing of a church or the rlot of a tavern.
The wliseacres, of course, backed their
Judgment in whispers. It was the great
undiscrimvnating mass which murmured

she was nelther to'hold nor to bind. Leap-
ing. plunging, ‘bucking, shé took the rail,
held it, and”séttled Intd s sweeping run.
Her feet flew Invisibly with the rhythm and
preclsion of séme mighty machine; her low
head nodded 'stfghtly at dach bound: foam
flakes gatheped-and few from the bit—by
the time the. third mle began she was
white from .counter to, tail. Her.yldérs |
heart leaped, He Had feared only for her
teniper. ‘80 long as'she Kept the lead he knaw
he was safec He dured not look ! back.
Shouts from the stand as he passed it this
third time let him know that Blue Bonnet
locked a winner all over. But he caught
the unfaillig rataplan of those other honfs
behind. From the Arst théy had not varied
by the leasi fraction of & seeond. He knew
and dreaded the stay of the desert, He must
win now, if he was to winat-al.

Into the lagt guarter ‘Blue HBonmet led
gallantly, though her lahoring hreath and
glarthg eyeballs sald she was glmast spent.
The parson, hanging ip his stirrups, leaned
far over her neck, soothing, encourazing
with hand and voicg. Now and again he
gave her the spur sharply. He knew it
was Id'e to go to the whip. The generous
blupd in her veins would do its best with-
out. ' Easing her, lfting her, urging her
ever forward, he brought her, stilt leading,
within fifty yards of the string.

He could see the nodding blue purse
above; catch the shimmer of the gold fringe
and hear across the wild hubbub of the
crowd the rapld hammering of his own ex-
ultant heart. In that minute he learned
some deeps of his own mind which years
of introversion would scaree’y have made
clear te him. He did truly desire to save a
soul from death, but he desired it with all
the naturdl man’s lust-of triumph.

Still the heart beats rang in his ears. Sud-
denly the hoof beats behind quickened. He
saw a white head with fiery eyes and pink,
flaring nostrils flash past—saw a plume-'ike
tail flaunted almost in Blue Bonnet's eyes.
And as he saw it there came back to him
Isham's whispered petition before the start:
“Ef dat dar Roxy-Ann crowds yer, marsa,
you dess cuss Bonnet one II'l teeny cuss.
Bhe—she’s uster dat. She know whut hit
means—and dee oon't nobody else in dis
worl’ hear hit.”

It was out of the gueation—still he felt
h'mself templed. Roxang, and Lawson
saved him. With bpe long, $teady lift Law-
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“IS THAT ALL YOU HAVE AGAINST MEQIY LAWSON ASKED.
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agalnst the =llence of the wagering. It
had come out for a hollday and wanted to
lay modest sums with at least a thrilli
conviction that it was following the legi
of some one who knew.

It was bruited that Blue Bonnet was on
edge—-ready to run for even the stake of a
scul. Certainly she looked a pattern of
fire and fettle in her preHminary, as she
went past the grand stand, with Ish on

son sent his ‘mount first across the finish
line. Then, as theé crowd went wild, he
sprang down, before she was still, flung
his arms about her neck, and cried: “Get
vour breath, okl girl! You'll need it all,
and more, before we are through."”

The sun was almest down. Night would
come before the rum off, but no soul thought
of leaving the course. All walted for it In

her back, her chin drawn almost upon her
chest, prancing and curveting llke mad,
yvet readily obeying the rein. After her
came soberly pacing Bendigo, grandson to
Pot-8-08, & good, substantial bay, with full
black points; next Mops, a washy sorrel,
thceugh reasonably well bred, and after him
Blacklock, a spanking Highfiver chestnut,
W could go llke the wind, though even
hif* owner admitted he could hardly stay
the route. At the very end, Roxane, her
silver mane tled with blood-red ribbons,
her tall streaming plume-wise and glisten-
Ing in the sun. 8he held her head low un-
der a free, almost a loose rein. Bhanky,
Lawson's black body servant, rode her, as
he did In nearly all her exercise gallops.
Bhe moved a little heavily. Commonly
she was quick as a cat. The wiseacres
shook the head and agreed Instantly that
she was overtralned—she could never wis

thr feverish impatlence. It was
dewy dusk, when the two mareas went out
to try the final Issue. Both had recovered
wonderfully. Blue Bonnet, If no longer on
edge, ran true and sirong, This time Rox-
ane rated easlly nt her quarter. The two
riders might have exchanged confidences,
but neither had a, thought for anything
save winning.

After the first mile the rocers ran stride
for siride. They swung to the turns and
awept the stretches llke a double team.
Now one, naow the other, drew a little
away, only to drop back in company before
she had run fifty yards. Blue Bonnet no
longer champed o foaming bit. Roxane's
white flanks were stained with red, and
regked a little. . Both were emulously full
of running. They held their heads low,
mouths slightly open, cars combatively lald
I':c'kﬂ..r:nd' 0 savage ot the least alecking

“It 1s certaln we can beat anything else
in the county, even If we can't beat each
other,” Lawson called out, as they swung
1nto the first quarter of the last mile.

“I have not given up. Wo won't split
the purse,” the parson called back; “Blue
Bonnet is just really coming to herself.”

*“Oh, ho! Hear that, Rcxane!” Lawson
said, touching the white mare lightly on
the neck. Then he gave & peculiar whis-
tling chirp. Roxane answered it by forging
half a length ahead. Blus Boanet re-
sponded gamely to the spurt, but could not
quite catch the flylng lcader. They came
to the quarter pole, locked, and ran that
way all through the next stretch. At the
half-mile post Lawson turred slightly and
sald over his shoulder:

“You have fought a good fight, parson!
I'm almost persuaded to let you win™

The parson set his teeth and drove his
apurs up to the rowels. Blus Bonnet
swerved visibly. As dusk deepened a fresh
wind blew down the course, cool and wel-
come to the hushed, waiting crowd, doubly
welcome to the tired racers, fighting this
desperate duel of breath and stay. They
tore forward in the teeth of it, tense, pant-
Ing, laboring, with eyes afiame. The last
quarter post flashed past. As they came to
the eighth & blanket might have covered
them. Again Lawson whistled, shrill and
Eeen. This time Roxane staggered and
rolled In her gait as she tried to leap
ahead. Bius Bonnet held her seemingly
safe. There would be a dead heat un-
less—.

Parson Gentry set his teeth. If the man
In him ached for triumph, the minlster
truly yearned for power unto salvation
over this superlative sinner. Lawson Cocke
would be no lukewarm Christian. He
would love God as he loved a woman,
all his heart, and mind, and soul,
strength. The parson knew Isham
epoken truth. He had watched the boy
often, lie almost prone upon Blue Bonnet's
neck, and =eem to drop winged words in
her ear. He had never caught the words—
until today he had not known what they
were. He did know that the mare always
answered them, electrically—if she would
answer them now, she must come first.

Quicker than light all this flashed upon
him. Behind was the thought! What could
It matter? The parson had never sworn
since the day of his conversion. Profanity
seemed to him a sin peculiarly purposeless
and abhorrent. In thls volcanic stress he
leaped to the bellef that some swearing
might not be profane. Blue Bonnet under-
stood certaln words, only as a signal to do
her desperate best. Might he not use them
in guite the same way:

Roxane led by a head—he felt Blue Bon-
net's heart laboring Heavily. The finish
was barely fifty yards away. Lanterns
g.eamed either side of It. The dark massed
throng was breathless, silent, yet its un-
oonscifous stirrings made a soft confused
sussurrus. The parson shivered faintly—
intuitively it seemed he caught the reins a
thought tlghter, stretched further forward,
and hissed in Blue Bonnel's ear:

- “D—n you! Doubled d—n you' Go on!”

After that he knew nothing until a great
sobbing shout struck him, and eager, joy-
ous hands pulled him from tne saddle and
sot him high upon men's shoulders to bear
him triumphantly about the course. The
bearers were young fellows, all, and Law-
son Cocke's chosen friends. As  they
marched they chanted exuberantly, the par-
s0n's praises. He was a gentleman, a
scholar, a good fellow, a sport. They
would come to hear him next Sunday—and
every Sunday when the church of the purse
was built. And they would help build and
furnish it—he might depend on that.

“You beat me by a neck, parson. How in
the world did you do it Lawson sald,
offering his hand to the victor. The par-
8s0n wrung it hard. He wanted to say
“The Lord was on my =ide,” but somchow
the words stuck in his throat.

“Come and ride with Peggy to church,
Bunday,” he said, almost apologetically.
Lawson shook his head.

"I don't dare—yet,”” he said.

The break was more eloquent than words.
Agaln the parson wrung his hand. It was
thick dark now, the moon coming up, and
whip-poor-wills calling all about, but some-
how he hated the thought of going home.

After a sleepless night the parson got up
at dawn with a white, determined face.
Although it was Sunday he did not walt
even for family prayer, but rode straight
to the Cocke homestead. Lawson was just
stirring, and on the way to the stable, in-
tent upon seeing how Roxane fared. The
parson  stonped him at the lawn gate.
“Lawson,” he burst out, “I'm a miserable
backsllder, but I can't let myself be a
thief. The purse—I won it by the devils
help. I—I want you to take it—it really
belongs to you—to take it quietly, wou
know—you won't mind helping me out by
‘that much, T hope. I shall build the church
Just the same, you understand—but I shall
@b 1t out of my own pocket."”

Lawson sprang forward and caught bath
the parson’s hands, smiling jubilantly,
though his eyes were not quite clear. There
was an odd lump in his throat, too, as he
sald: “Not another word, parson. I have
pretty good ears for all that goes on in
a race. I dhkdn't mind losing the purse ha'f
as much as—losing my faith in vour faith.
Now you have made everything right again.
We'll agree that each shall save his stake.
But T am convinced religion is a vital mat-
téer—nothing less could have brought you
to me—""

“And 1 am convinced that an honest man
and a gentleman is not very far off the
kingdom of Gaod," the parson broke in:
“but Lawson, at least yvou'll ease my mind
by taking that purse. When I have made
restitution, and confessed my fault to my
brethren, I shall dare to ask my Master's
forgivenes=""

“Hold hard, parson."” Lawson said: “het-
ter keep quiet. 1 understand—but 1 doubt
If the brethren would. The wrong you dld,
If it was a wrong, has righted itself, As
to the purse—why. hurry up vour church.
I hope to marry Peggy the day it is dedi-
caled.”

The church stands to this good day—a
quaint, squat, steepleless red brick strue-
ture in the heart of the peaceful grasa
country. A Lawson Cocke is among its
ruling elders, and on the wall behind the
pulpit there are marble tablets to the
memary of an earlier Lawson Cocke who
found Christ within its walls, and his be-
loved wife, Peggy, born Gentry.

—_—

Curionities of Sulcide.
From the London Telegraph.

At the conclusion of a recent Inquest on
John Brooks, an engineer of Upton Park
Manor, who flung himself off the Royal
Soverelgn while the vessel was nearing
Southend on her return journey from Mar-
gale, Mr. Wood, the deputy coroner, made
some remarks calculated to surprise the un-
initiated—but only the uninitiated. He said
that apparently the case was one of those
which made up the terrible epidemic of
sulcide in and near London recently. This
Is what students of psychology call “sui-
cide through imitation,” or, as Mr. Wood
correctly termed it, “epldemical suicide.”
As a rule, though, civll communlties are
less prone to it than military ones. It has
happened several times before now that a
soldier having hanged himself in a barrack
room, or having put a bullet through his
brain in a sentry box, the drama was re-
peated for many days under similar condl-
tions without the authorltics being able to
put a stop to the recurrence otherwise than
by changing the regiment's quarters. The
most notable case on record occurred In
1805, in the camp at Boulogne, when Na-
poleon was preparing, or pretending to pre-
pare, a descent upon England. The regi-
ment was sent inland, and It was on that
occasion the emperor enunclated the fa-
mous axiom in a general order, “the sol-
dier who kills himself {s practically a des-
serter.”” More than & quarter of a century
later a dozen veterans hanged themselves
in as many days from & nail in one of the
corridors of the Hotel des Invalides, in
Paris. The nall was removed and the epl-
demic ceased.

Golf in Omarian Verse.
Abbott Foster in April Golf.

A White Ball perches on a Pinch of Earth:
The Golfer smites for All that he is Worth:
Not then ensues an Awe-inspiring Drive,
But a weak Fuoele, proper Food for Mirth.
This s not splitting Rocks, nor felling Trees;
No bull-like , but deliberate Ease, «
Displays the Adept, while %e doea his Holes,
Not {o your Nines and Eights, but Fours and Threas,

Sweer Is the Click that follows Stroke exmct;

Vile is the Sound whenever is smacked;
With Teeth on Edge the sees his Flub,

Cry to the World That Sense and 8kill he lacked.

A steady Glare, with all thy Heart and
Fix on_the ﬁ]el, y Gollm
a

till smitten toward the o
The Hye that waters beavy Curse;
Btriking, squint oever sidelong at the'{!nh
Vain is the Pomp of Jacket blax red;
Of yellow Shoss to checquered wed;
shiny and parti-colored Hose;
Of tartan Cap upon an alien Head.

He fares no better who Is thus :
His Shame s greater when he low

By Youth, In lhlm Ralment, whose strong WIIl
By Eye IIJ Hand Club

h n Pother o Itry Game?

On all your Gods? nothing but to find
That Out ant Back in Strokes you came?

in some Quist Place;
of the

it on the Links;
speeds OO ApAOe,

THE CHINESE CRISIS!

It is the Absorbing Topic of Discus-
gion in London.

OF MISSIONARY WORK

RESULTS

Magnificent Collection of Art Pre-
sented to the English People.

AMERICANS IN LONDONXN

Special Correspondence of The Evening Star.
LONDOXN, June 1iD,

The great powers have as completely un-
derrated the military capacity of ths Chi-
nese as Great Britaln did that of the Boers.
The attack made on Tien Tsin and the ef-
fectlve use of artillery by the Chinsse
prove that they have learned the use of
modern weapons and are by no means con-
temptible in a milltary sense.

In the Japaness war the Chinese exhibited
a great want both of training and courage.
Then they had the weapons, but could not
use them. From the capaclty they have
shown in handling artillery it is evident
that they have learned some of the lessons
of the Japanese war, and the western pow-
ers are finding the Chinese a much more
formidable enemy than was expected.

The officers on the spot seem to have mis-
calculated the numbers and underestimated
the skill of the Chinese. Admiral Seymnour
would never have set out on hiz march to
Pekin with the comparatively small force

at his command if he had had a just wlea
of the character of the opposition he woull

meet. In official quarters the very great-
est anxiety exiats as to the fate of the ad-
miral's foree. It is belleved that If it
reached Pekin we should have lheard of

the fact by this time, and there I8 a very
grave apprehension that it has sither been
cut up or that it is now surrounded by
overwhelming numbers of Chinese troops.
FPreparations in China.
On the subject of armamenis I had a
talk with a Chinaman over in London

who professes to know what has besn done
toward arming the Chinese since the war
with Javan.

“It is quite true,”" he said, “that we have
been surrounding the most accessible places
war

in China with modern weapons. The
with Japan taught us that althoug
nation we cannot be considered war
ia necessary for us to match ourselve
regard to munitions of wur against
who at any moment might become
enemies.

“We have therefore bought lafgs
bers of Krupp and Breusst guns, well
ag machine guns. Muast of the huos 43 has
been done through German firms, and the

those

our

oame-

allied forces against Pekin wiil find that
the taking of it will be a very different
matter from the affair of 1860, The fnner

city of Pekin, where the imperiul pal
are, Is a gigantic fort. Thousanlds of 1I

=
must be sacrificed in any attempt to take
it, and even then it is doubtful whether the

attack would succeed. We have also had
German artillerists to teach us the use of
these arms and to train our soldlers in the
use of modern rifles.”

There s satisfaction here at the evident
Intention of the United Btates to combine
with the powers, as the British and Amer-
fcan forces together would be a sort of bal-
ance to the larger forces Russia and Japan
are sending.

Great Hritain is sending at present 12,000
troops, and it is hoped that the [nited
States will at least supply 10,000,

The Missionary Question.

Of course, the missionary question bears
largely on the crisis, and in the opinlon of
good authorities, It s responsible for most
of the troubles in China.

Upon the showing of Dr. G. E. Morrison
of the Times, the most famous of all the
correspondents in Pekin, it would be highly
advisable for nations tn prohibit their sub-
Jects from missionizing China. Dr. Morri-
80N =Ay4:

“During the time I was in China T met
large numbers of missionaries of all clas-es
in many citles from Pekin to Canton, and
they unanimously expressed satisfaction at
the progress they are making in China.
Expressied succinctly, thelr harvest may be
expressed as amounting to a fraction more
than two Chinamen per missionary per an-
num. If, however, the pald ordained and

unordained native helpers be added to the
number of missionaries. you find that the
ageregate body of converts Is nine-tenths
amsa

of a Ch per worker per annum; hut
the missionaries deprecate their work being
Judged by st ics. There are 1.511 Pro-
testant missionaries laboring in the empire,
and. estimating their results from statistics
of previous yvears, as published in the Chi-
nese Recorder, we find t they gatherad
last year Into the fold 3.127 Chinese—not all
of whom, it is feared, are genuine Chris-
tians—at a cost of (350,000, a sum equal to
the combined Ineomes of the ten chief Lon-
don hospitals.”

New Words In the Language.
One curious aspect of the South African
Wwar is the effect it has had on the language
We find Admiral Bruce telling the govern-
meni how he had “commandeered’ a small
coasting steamer to carry the sick and
wounded among his men across to Wei-

hal-wel. We never think of using Inverted
commas now when we speak of kapjes, or
slimness or trekking; but probably this dis-
patch is the first occaslon in which any of
these newly imported enrichments of our
mnilher tongue has received officlal recog-
nition.

Americans in London.

Our country people are now here In full
force, taking London in on the way to
Paris. You see them on the streets In
numbers, on the "buses and in the shops,
especially in those shops whose British
owners subtley fly the stars and stripes as
a balt to the patriotic American. Bewsare
of the prices in these particular shopa. You
pey for that flag many tmes over. Many
hotels fly the flag, too. The same is true

of them. Thousands of Americans who
have come to Europe this year for the
Paris exhibition are adopting freely the

“Cathedral route,” as the Great Eastern
railway @all their delightful. north-country
route to London. Passengers landing at
Liverpool and traveling to London by the
Cathedral route, see a larger number of
cathedrals than they could by any ordi-
nary route. It is true that the road i= not
direct, but tourists mensure distance by the
most of what Is rare or zncient that they
can see in a given distcnee. From London
they can go down to the south coasi,
through some of the lovellest scenery, and
57 on to Paris. If they chose to go Paris
first, they can do tihe Cathedma] route vun
thelr return journcy, and embark at Liver-
peol, instead of disecmbarking there. Which-
ever way the Americocns come—{rom Paris
to London or from London to Paris—they
epend a8 much time as possible in London.
and, as is usual, drive about as much as
possible in order to sce as much as pos-
sible. They come in large partles, and, I
notice they have a high church-way scpa-
rating the sexes. Thus you will meet a
proceassion  of wagonetics alternating a
lcad of ladies with one of men. Bome of
the parties are very large, and there was
rourd the town the other day a party of
slghtseers who filled twenty carriages.
The Hertford Collection.

All London has been flocking to Hertford
House to see the magnificent “Hertford Col-
lection,” which, by the generosity of Sir
Richard and Lady Wallace, has become the
property of the nation, and which is now at
last ready for public inspection.

The collection was formed in Parls, large-
ly by the fourth marquis, although it also
owed much to the taste of his hcir, Sir
Richard Wallace, and the abscnice magguis’
Antrim tenants, whose rents contributed so
largely to the purchasc of the collection,
ought to take a special interest in what
Lord Rosebery, one of Lody Wallace's trus-
tees, described as. ‘“‘the greatest gift that
hes ever been given to our country by an
individual.”

Lady Wallace died early In 1897, and the
time since has been spent by the trustees
in & rather leisurely preparation of the gal-
leries for the permanent exhibition of thelr

celess treasures.
' A Treasury of Art.

Experts declare that to say the exhibi-
tion is worth five millions steriing is to put

& moderate estimate upon its value. But as

the Dally Telegraph remarks, It is almost
a desecration to attempt to translate into
terms of pounds sterling the inestimable
grace and charm which radiate from every
object in this wonderful treasury of art
That paper can only compare the collee-
tion In Importance to Caesar's gift to the
people of Rome of his palace and gardens
beyond the Tiber. Hertford 1=¢ 8 one
of the statellest homes of En
p¥ing the whole of one =lde «

square: but It hgs had

ment and o hln&‘ahir‘ alter

could bs considered sultable s
play to the public of its marvelous con-
lents.

A Rich and Varied Collection.
Not only is it the richest

ind most varied

eonllection of pletures, sculpture, bronges,
bric-a-brac, porcelain, armor and furniture
ever presented to the nation, but §t hap-
pens to form & most desirable complement
to the Natlonal Gallery It 18 strongest
Just where the National Gallery is weakest,
s0 that by a single ¥ nd Engliand has be-
come second 1o no oo wr eallection
of works of the great wil of the
elghtesnth century vire with
the Louvre ftss intings
by Watteau, G Frag-
onard, Boucher, owlthers, who
till now have been little more than names
to the English public at large

Hare Paintings.

It i=s impossible in the limits of a newsa-
paper article to detall the riches of this
magniticent trenxsure houss, bl a few of
the most striking things may v enumera-
ted.  There are cleven Rembra ., threa
or four of which are of the highest gqual-
ity. notably the great canvas of the “1'n-
merciful Servant™ and the head of the ar-
tist's son Titus.  Thers ix paintings
currently a=cribed to of which
thres or perhaps four = Wi certainly
Eenuine, while the “Riding School” and the
“Spanish Lady With % which Is
mellower in tone tha with this
artist, are particularly n ip!

Then there is the impo ian, the
histortcal “Perseus and An which
was lost to sight for a o ind has
been recovered by Mr, Clau (=, whao
has thus strikir manifestsi] his fitness
for his positlon as first curator of the
Waliace collection. The story * lden-
t on of this picture Mr. Phillips has
1 in the Nineteenth Century, and a cu-
ricusly romantic chapter in art history It
furnishes. A brilliant portrait by Hals, a

powerful landscaps by Rubens. a Murilla,
showing unwonted virllity; a fine del Sarto,
a particularly strong series of paintineEs by
Canaletto and Guardl, that fulfill the all-
fmportant function of decorating the wall
remarkably well, and a very representative
eollection of paintings by the smalier mas-
ters of the Netherlands, are among the in-
num#rable things that deserve mentlon.
The Sevres porcelain can only be matched
by the famous royval collections
Motor Watering Carts,

The latest use of automobile power In
London Is the street watering cart. The
Strand vestry, which 18 one of the most
enterprising of local autherities In London,

has placed motor witering vans on the
streets, and they are apparently a great
sucress.  They seem to be more moblle, nat
only moving more rapidly, but changing
pace in accordance with the difficulties of
traffic mors readily.

Motors are steadily gaining the day.
Some time sinee Colonel Sir Howard Vineent
adopted one for carriage serviee, @ his
motor Victorla is a feature in wvehlcular

T The numerous com ints In the

»re from people whose horses have

tor traffic on country

roads s the most significant evidence of
this Increasing popularity But England

goes slowly in all thing= and s =till far be-

hind America and France in motors. The

roads here, too,. are better adap’ed for thelr

use than most of those in the United States,
The Henley Hegntta.

The Henley regatta this year will be com-
paratively quliet. No doubt the attendance
will be affected this year by the war in
South Africa, but fashlon alse In one of its
caprices is rather turning against house-
boats. It is no longer regarded as the prop-
er thing for the rich to have a houseboat
on the river, and there will be fewer of
these boats at Henley thiz year than for
many yvears past. This i8 not true of the
lower reaches of the river., where house-
boats fairly jostle sach other, though the
class of people inhabiting them is not so
high this year as formerly.

A= a fashionable function the regatta will
not be so brilliant, and the racing entries
show a slight fulling off. There are no
competitors from America this year, but
there are entrles from Berlin, Paris and
Brussels. L. H MOORE.

e
FISH SKHIN LEATHER.

Many Ariicles Made Out of a Hitherto
Unused Produoct.

From the New England Grocer,

Tie United States fish commission has
bieen making a collection of leathers made
from the skins of fish and eother aguatie
animais, especially of those which promise
tio be of practical utility. Several varicties
of fishes have skins that mske an exccllent
leather for some purposcs. Salmon hide,
for example, serves so well in this way
that the Esquimaus of Alaska make walers
proof shiris and bhoaws out of L. They uiso
cut jackets out of codiish skins, which are
sald to be very scerviceable garments. In the
United States frog skins are coming into
use for the mounting of books, where an
exceptionally delicate material for fine bind-
Ing is required. There zre certain tribes
of savages who make breastplates out of

ish

B ins, which will turn a knife or a
spear. A bullet will plerce this breastplate,
but it is s2id to be impossible to chop

thhrough the material with 2 hatchet at one
blow. Together with such a breastplate,
these savages wear a nelmot of the skin of
the porcuplne fish, which is coverad with
formidable spines, Fastencd upon the head,
this helmet serves not only as & proteo-
tion, but in close cncounters it I8 used to
butt with.

The Gloucester lsingless and Glue Com-
pany recently manufaclured some shoes of
the skins of the codfisnh and cusk. On the
lower Yukon, in Alaska, overalis of tanned
fish skins are commonly worn by the na-
tives. Whip handles are made of shark
skins, and instrument cases are commonly
covered with the same material, it being

known under the name of shagrecn. Whale ©

skins are sald to make admirable leather
for some purposes, while porpoize leather Is
corsidered a very superior material for ra-
zor strops. Seal leather dyed in a number
of different colors ia included in the collee-
tion of the fish commission. This leathor is
obtsined from the aair seal, and not from
tke fur bearing species, and is used o a
considerable extent in the manufacture of
pocketbooks. The hair sesls are sl very
plentiful in the North Atlantic ocean, and
as it is not difficult o kill them they af-
ford a very promising source of leather sup-
ply. Walrus leather has come into the mar-
ket recently, but os the animals are being
exterminated rapidly It will hardly amouat
to much commercially. Another kind of
lezther now =ecn on =ale is that of the sea
elephant. Up to within a few years a
specles of sca clephant was found on the
Pacific coast, ranging as fa: north as Lower
California, but the animals have becn so
nearly exterminaicd that they are now
rarely =een. Another spocies is to be found
in the Antarctic scas, chlefly on Kerguelan
Island.

Refractory.
From Harper's Bazar.

Mrs. Peterkin—"Without exception, you
are the most obstinate, perverse man I ever
saw.”

Peterkin—"What have I done now?"

Mrs. Peterkin—"Why, I have had that
new cough mixture in the house a manth
and you haven't once caught cold.”

The Heart of the Tree.
From the Century.

What does he plant who plants & tree?
He plants a friend of sun and sky;
He plants the flag of breezes free;
The shaft of beauty towering high:
He plants a bome to heaven anigh
For nnd mother-croon of bird
In bushed and hl‘lp)‘ twillght heard—
The treble of beaven's barmony
These things he plapts wio plants a tres.

What does he nlant who plants & treel
He plants cool shpde and tender rain,
nd seed and bud of days to be,

And years that fade and flush againg
He p{wt: the glory of the in;
He plants the forest's tage,
The harvest of the coming age,
The joy that unborn eyes shall see—
These things be plants who plants a tres.

What does he plant who plants a tree?
He plants, In sap and lenves and wooll,
In love of home and leralty,

And far-caut t of civil m-—
|
low of

Halds ull the growth
A mat'oa’s growth from
Blirs in his beart who




